about a great change in his thin, sharp face. He
flushed.

"Silly of me: of course, you'd lost your way."
A lumpish sun, like glowing orange, leapt from
behind the motionless branches on which were clearly
visible clumps of black and airy mistletoe, and the
spiky nests of clamorous rooks.

The sharp cold made Fran?ois and his companion
hungry, and they walked more quickly. The country-
side was slow in waking, as though still exhausted by
the summer heats, and unsurprised by the strange
absence of people working in the fields. Only the
wood-gatherers were afoot, making for home. They
pushed their little handcarts before them with a cloth
carelessly thrown over the faggots. They walked with
their eyes on the ground. Birds, fat as pigs, were
jumping from hummock to hummock, from hedge to
hedge, squabbling and jaunty. The soil looked pale.
As yet it had not been turned, and the peasants were
letting it lie fallow, a breeding-ground for purslane
and dandelion. It was growing green again to no pur-
pose, was being left alone for this was the time of
pause before the last great ploughings. The earth was
reverting to wildness and indiscipline.

They did not have far to walk. In daylight the dis-
tance which had seemed great to Fran?ois was
revealed now as no more than a few hundred yards.
He could see clearly the roof of the house, and, in
a hollow, Chauvigny clustered timorously about its
tower. The roof-slates glittered like fish-scales. There
were no leaves now upon the trees to hide the view.
In front of him was an enormous spread of country
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